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THE deep, interminable hoot of the steam-whistle
had* in its grave, vibrating note, something intolerable,
which sent a slight shudder down Mr. Van Wyk*s back-
It was the early afternoon; the Sofala was leaving Batu
Bern for Pangu, the next place of call. She swung in
the stream, scantily attended by a few canoes, and,
gliding on the broad river, became lost to view from the
Van Wyk bungalow.

Its owner had not gone this time to see her off.
Generally he came down to the wharf, exchanged a
few words with the bridge while she cast off, and waved
his hand to Captain Whalley at the last moment. This
day he did not even go as far as the balustrade of the
verandah. "He couldn't see me if I did/* he said to
himself, "I wonder whether he can make out the
house at all." And this thought somehow made him
feel more alone than he had ever felt for all these years.
What was it? six or seven? Seven. A long time.

He sat on the verandah with a closed book on his
knee, and, as it were, looked out upon his solitude, as
if the fact of Captain Whalley's blindness had opened
his eyes to his own. There were many sorts of heart-
aches and troubles, and there was no place where
they could not find a man out. And he felt ashamed,
as though he had for six years behaved like a peevish
boy.

His thought followed the Sofala on her way. On
the spur of the moment he had acted impulsively, turn-
ing to the thing most pressing. And what else could
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